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And from her wombe children of diners kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but fer fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs, Stones, and their true qualities: 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue. 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 

Nor ought fo good, but drain'd from that faire yfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, Rumbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe-turnes vic^ being tnif-applyed. 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the Infant rinde of this wcake flower 
poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power ! 

For this being fmelt with that part, chearcs each part, 
Being tailed flayes all fences with the heart.* 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampc them Hill 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foonc the Canker death eates vp that plant. 

%o. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Yong fonnc,it argues a diftempered head, 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Carelceepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed ybuth with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his lims,chere golden fleepe doth raigne, 
Therefore thy earlinefledoth me affure. 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Gr if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fwcecer reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalht'i 
'Rom. With Rofaline t my ghoftly father no. 
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I haue forgot that name, and that names ytSe. 

Fri. That’s my good fonne,but where haft thou beene then? 
fo, lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie, ^ 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes : 

I beare no hatred bleffed man : for loe 
My incerceflion likcwife (leads my foe, 

Fri . Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confcflion.finds but ridling Shrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich f'apulet : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combin’d/auc what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how. 

We met, we woocd,and made exchange of vow r 
He tell thee as we paffe,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Hdly S. Francis what a change is here ? 

Is Rofaline that thou djdft loue fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts,buYin their eyes. 

Iefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much falc water throne awav in wafte 
To feafon loue that ©fit doth not tafte. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes, from Heauen clearcs 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient earcs : 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit 
Of an old teare that is not waflu off y«. 
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